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 My brother decided to have more land plowed. This was called New Breaking, 
and he hired one of the Roe boys with his yoke of oxen to do it for him. This was 
something new to us girls and we used to walk up the trail to see the oxen working. Frank 
Roe always cut a pile of willow switches before he started and kept them at the end of 
each furrow. We argued with him that it was very cruel to whip them so much, but he 
only gave us a queer look and told us we had never plowed with oxen. One afternoon, my 
father went to help him with the outfit as the flies and mosquitos were terrible. We took 
them a can of tea and some lunch. Frank said he could manage the rest of the afternoon 
so my father came back to the house with us. I heard him telling my stepmother that he 
had run his soul into more sin that afternoon than in his whole life. We found out 
afterwards that the only way to drove oxen was to swear at them. We thought that was a 
terrible thing but my brother and Frank just laughed when we told them they should be 
ashamed of themselves, to use bad language on the poor oxen. That was the only time we 
ever saw oxen working. They were so slow that horses were used most of the time. 
 Up to this time there had been no sign of frost and our garden was a thing of 
beauty and a joy to contemplate. Everything had grown so much after the rain that we 
had our share of radishes, cress, lettuce, onions and peas. Such a nice change from 
potatoes, carrots and turnips; these we did not appreciate. The flowers were lovely, 
particularly the pansies, sweet peas and asters. These were simply gorgeous and I never 
tired of walking among them. The mignonette scented the air; these were so different 
from the prairie flowers we thought. Alas, for our hopes we had walked through the 
vegetable garden the night of July 20 and remarked on the wonderful growth, the next 
morning, July 21 when we looked out our bedroom window there was a white frost over 
everything. An hour or two of sunshine and you could not see a green thing left in the 
garden. The carrots, turnips, and potatoes were as black as the ground. What a great 
disappointment that was. My father and I had spent a great deal of time and care, 
especially among the vegetables, and anticipated a nice variety for the winter. It was late 
in May before we could start gardening that spring of 1896, so we had to put in long 
hours at it. So much for experiments. My brother had warned us we might have frost but 
as a rule that came early in June, after the rains. We were told not to try and grow beans 
and corn or anything that needed lots of hot nights. In the fall, when I took up the garden 
stuff, the potatoes were the size of hickory nuts and the carrots and Swede turnips, the 
size of a small stick. Half an inch through. They were only good to flavor soup or stews. 
The year before, 1895, the vegetables had been so large, especially the potatoes. The 
frozen potatoes had a peculiar sweet taste but we had plenty of them. 
 As haying season approached we noticed a light haze over everything and the sun 
was like a red disk. This lasted for weeks and my brother told me there was a big prairie 
fire somewhere south and west of the Red Deer River. About this time, we heard of an 
awful accident that had happened to a young boy near Red Deer; he had both legs cut off 
by a mower, while helping his father in the hay field. The man had got off to do 
something to the mower when the team started up and the knife, being in motion, caused 
the accident. This incident made a great impression on our minds when we heard the boy 
was dead. It was hard enough to live on the prairies even in the best of health. 
